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Meeting Laura

“What about this one?” my wife asked.  She passed the iPad across the bed. I was approaching 40, Jane (my wife) 32, childless and we were in a bit of a rut.  We’d joked about getting another girl to join us in the past (I was up for it, I thought she was joking but lately she had suggested it again).  We both enjoyed a bit of light bondage, me tying Jane up, light spanking, occasionally hot wax on her but that was as far as it went.  Jane had approached me a week ago, she felt (correctly) that I wanted to go further down this road than she was prepared to go, but she was open to getting another woman involved, as long as she could dominate the new girl.  The iPad was open on a BDSM dating website.

The ad. in question showed the image of a pretty girl, she could only be 18 or 19.  Long dark hair and a firm, athletic build.  She was fully clothed, but you could see evidence of reasonable sized breasts under the T shirt.  The ad. ran:

“Hi, my name is Laura, I’m just 18 and will be starting university in September.  I’ve been fascinated with the idea of being a slave since I was 13 or 14 years old.  Now I’m terrified at the prospect of leaving university with a $50K debt, so, I’m going to combine this dream and this fear.  If you offer to pay my fees and let me live with you in return I’ll be your full time sex slave until I graduate.  Ideally I’m looking for a couple to live with.  My conditions are:

	No permanent body markings or modifications without my consent. 
	I must be released during term time Monday to Friday 8:30 to 6:30 to study/attend school. 
	I must have a safe word. 


I’m sure that there will be other things we can think of, but we can draw up a slave contract together.

And no, I’m not telling you which university I’m going to – you tell me where you live, send me a photo of you both to prove you are real.  I’m not bothered about what you look like, I find wealth and power are much bigger turn-ons for me than age and looks.  And to make sure you’ve read the whole advert also mention your opinion on cheese, lol.

Looking forward to hearing from you,

Laura”

I turned to Jane, “Are you serious?”

Jane paused for a while and then slowly nodded “If not with Laura then with someone else.”  We spent the morning composing our response to Laura before emailing it out.  The chances of her wanting to study where we lived were not great, but we could but try.

“Hi Laura,

We live in a 6 bedroom house close to the university – you can walk to most of it in under 15 minutes.  Here’s our zip code.  My wife is naturally submissive towards men but somewhat dominant towards women.  I enjoy dominating a woman.  Your duties round the house will be light, you’ll be expected to cook and clean (and fuck) on demand.  You’ll have your own room in the house and we’ll cover all your expenses, including return transport to your home town over the holidays.  If this is of interest let us know.  If you’re not coming here to study, best of luck with your search.

Dave and Jane.

PS – Cheese – we love it!”

I attached photos of us and the house and sent the email, not really expecting to hear anything back.  We kept scanning the ads that day but Laura was the only one that really appealed to us both.  Can’t say why, she just looked and felt right.

A few days went by and I checked Laura’s profile again, she had updated it.

“Thanks for all the responses, over 2000 now.  I’m reading them all – I’ve got so many that all from the wrong towns are being trashed, all from single men are being trashed and one line responses are also ending up in the bin.  I hope to have read them all by the end of the week and I’ll reply to the lucky few over the weekend.”

Fingers crossed we lived in the right place, otherwise we seemed to have passed the first hurdle.

My phone beeped mid-morning on Saturday, holy fuck, an email from Laura.

“Dear Sir and Ma’am,

Thank you for your interest in me.  I am indeed planning to study in your town and the pictures you sent of yourselves and your home are of interest to me.  To prove that this is indeed your house could you please take photos of the outside, the kitchen, the basement, the lounge and all of the bedrooms with you in them holding a copy of today’s paper?

I apologize for making demands, but I’ve had so many time wasters and fraudsters reply I want to make sure you’re the real deal.

Laura

Ps – I also love cheese”

I showed my wife the email.  We wasted no time and headed off to the store to get the local paper and then took a dozen photos round the house and emailed them off.  Laura replied within an hour and we set up a skype call.

The three of us spoke for about 30 minutes, discussing what she wanted and what we wanted.  Despite the age gap we got on well and arranged to meet in a couple of weeks, we would fly down to her home town, book into a hotel and meet her for dinner.  Throughout the call she called me Sir and my wife Ma’am and I had a massive erection, which I tried to keep hidden (a hot sexy girl calling you Sir and promising to obey your every order, to fulfill your every desire … don’t lie to me, you’d be turned on wouldn’t you?)

The call ended with me trying something.

“Laura, one final thing.  Until we meet you are not to have any form of sexual relief.  No fucking and no masturbation, understand?”

Laura paused for a moment and then said “Yes Sir.”

I had just given Laura her first order as a slave.

As soon as the call ended I closed the laptop lid and my wife was on me – she pulled me out of the chair and ripped my trousers down, taking my cock deep into her mouth.  It was all I could do not to blow into her mouth straight away.  I got her onto her back, pulling her skirt and panties down and she straddled my face, Jesus I’d never seen a woman this wet.  She leaned forward and took me deep in the mouth again, just holding me there, aware of how close I was to cumming.  She didn’t hold back and within seconds she came, clamping her legs over my face, forcing my mouth over her clit as she came again and again – I’d never seen Jane have a multiple orgasm before.  When she came down and released me I pulled away from her mouth and flipped her over onto all fours, pushing my cock into her hot wet cunt and thrusting for all I was worth.  I grabbed her long hair with one hand and yanked, pulling her head up.  She grunted in pain and pleasure and took her right hand off the floor and back onto her clit.

“Fuck me, fuck me hard … oh yes, fuck me ... I’m going to cum, please ... please … please.”

She was asking for permission to cum.  She’d never done this before.  I felt my own orgasm building and as soon as my balls started contracting I gave her permission to cum, which she did instantly.  Jane collapsed onto the floor, her hand trapped on her cunt by our combined weight.  I twisted her head and we started kissing.  After 30 seconds she broke off.

“I’m still cumming”

It was a full 5 minutes before I pulled out of her and sat back on the floor.  She lay there for a couple more minutes before getting onto all fours and crawling to me, she took my cock back into her mouth and sucked me for a few minutes before relaxing and laying her head on my leg.  Jane fell asleep like that for 30 minutes before she woke.  We separated and showered.

Jane had a golden glow on her for the next two weeks.  We finished work early on the Friday and flew to meet Laura.  There was a direct flight (don’t you hate connections?) which was great.  We’d arranged to meet at 5pm on the Saturday night, so we spent the day exploring her town.  We got dressed up for a night out in the late afternoon, Jane wore a slightly revealing dress, cut down the front and above the knee.  I wore a shirt and slacks with some formal shoes.  I made sure that the shirt was an expensive, branded one.

We were in the hotel bar for about 4:45 and I ordered a beer for me and a white wine for my wife.  We sat there, barely speaking, scanning the other customers nervously.  At 5pm precisely I saw Laura enter the bar.

She had long dark hair, a pretty face.  She was wearing a black bodycon dress that hugged her figure, showing it off.  More than one guy in the bar stopped to look at her.  She scanned the bar as well.  It was busy in there so I stood up – we made eye contact and she smiled, recognizing me from the Skype call two weeks earlier. 

We walked towards each other, I put out my arms and hugged her, before pulling back and holding her hand as we walked to my wife.  Laura sat down facing us both, it was a quiet corner of the hotel bar.

“Good Afternoon Sir, Ma’am” she said.  Holy fuck, I was getting hard looking at her and having her address us like that.  The three of us spoke about what we wanted out of the relationship, my wife and I had another couple of drinks (Laura of course had to stick to diet coke) before we went to the restaurant.  Over the course of the meal she made it clear that I wasn’t going to fuck her that night (interestingly she made no such demand of my wife), neither was she going to stay in our room.  She would be leaving at 11:30pm, no later, but she would come up to our room, and there were two other couples interested in her.  Over the course of the meal I had one more glass of wine before switching to water (I wasn’t going to get drunk and fuck this up).  We finished the meal (over the cheese board) at about 9pm and went to our room.  Laura had stressed that she was after people with money so we’d booked a suite.  When we got to the room Jane closed and bolted the hotel door then turned to face Laura who was looking round the room, wide eyed at the size of it.

“Ok Laura” said Jane, sliding up behind Laura and placing a hand on her ass.  The two women stood in silence, almost stopping breathing, Jane not completing her sentence for 20 seconds.  “Laura …” and then Jane stopped again.  My wife took her hand off Laura’s pert butt and moved it up Laura’s back before slipping it under the tight dress straps and pushing them off Laura’s shoulders.  Laura didn’t resist or speak so my wife pushed the straps off the other side then slowly pushed the dress down.  I was standing on the other side of the room watching, then I pulled a chair out and sat down, not daring to blink.

Laura was now standing with her dress over her hips, her breasts covered only by a cheap bra, with my wife standing behind her.  Jane moved one of her hands round the front and cupped Laura’s breast.  Laura was breathing deeply but didn’t ask Jane to stop so Jane started to kiss Laura’s neck.  Laura placed a hand on top of Jane’s, cupping her own breast.  Then my wife expertly undid Laura’s bra with her other hand and pulled it off with her mouth and hand.  Jane threw the bra at me and smiled, before spinning the now topless Laura round.  I’ll never forget that minute as the two women faced each other, before their lips met and they started a long passionate kiss.  My wife continued to work Laura’s dress down over her hips to reveal her panties.  When they separated my wife spoke to Laura again.

“Go and removed Dave’s pants before he explodes.”

“Yes Ma’am” Laura replied.  She walked over to me and I stood up.  Laura dropped to her knees and looked up at me and smiled, then slowly unbuckled my belt and un-hooked my flies, pulling my trousers down.  She started to rub my cock through my boxers – I looked at Jane who nodded to indicate this was OK.  Laura then started to lick my cock through the soft silk before pulling back.

“Please may I suck your cock Sir?” she asked.  I nodded.  Across the room Jane had slipped off her clothes and was now naked, apart from her heels which she’d slipped back on.  Fuck, I love a naked woman in heels.  Jane walked over to us and knelt down next to Laura.  She looked up and smiled at me before speaking “Please may I also suck your cock Sir?”  Fuck, I wouldn’t be able to take much of this before I came.

The two girls took it in turns to suck my cock and lick my balls.  Laura may only have been 18 but she knew what she was doing and could take a fair amount of my eight inch dick down her teenage throat.  Both girls would break from sucking to kiss occasionally and fondle each other’s ample breasts, whilst holding my dick in their hands.  I couldn’t take more of this, watching them kiss, holding each other’s breasts and I started to grunt “Holy fuck … yes … YES.  YES!” and with that I came with 8,9,10 massive spurts over the girl’s faces and tits.  They both smiled up at me then turned to each other and started to lick my load from each other’s bodies and faces before sharing it in a kiss. 

I was still rock hard and Laura took me back in her young mouth to clean me off.  After a minute she stopped and looked up and me and I looked down at them both.

“Stand up and get naked Laura, Jane take Laura to the bed and get on top of her.”

They replied in unison “Yes, Sir.”  They held hands as they crossed to the bed.  Initially my wife was on her back but I ordered Laura to the bottom, my wife on top in a 69 with both girls frantically sucking on each other’s pussies.  Despite having only cum 5 minutes before I couldn’t resist and I climbed up behind my wife and pushed into the soft folds of her soaking wet cunt, before sinking my length deep inside.  Normally she has to be stimulated for ages to take my full length but I was straight in.  I reached over her body to hold Laura’s teenage tits and started fucking her like I hadn’t done in years.  I soon felt my wife starting to grind and thrust her hips, I knew she was on the verge of cumming.  Underneath I could hear Laura frantically licking and sucking, breathing deeply before I heard Laura grunt and scream and she started to cum.  That set my wife off, which in turn made me cum again deep in her cunt (twice in 10 minutes, fuck, not since I was a teenager).  We stayed in that position for 5 minutes before I pulled out and sank my cock into Laura’s mouth.  She sucked for a few minutes until I rolled over, exhausted.

Laura ate my cum from Jane’s pussy before the two girls separated themselves and then moved to lie one on either side of me.  We lay there for 10 minutes or so until my wife looked over and spoke.

“Get me a glass of water Laura.”

“Yes Ma’am.”  Laura jumped off the bed and came back with 2 glasses full,  she climbed on the bed and offered us one each.  I took one and reached out with my other hand to hold one of her tits while I drank half the water.  I offered the remainder to Laura and she drank it.  I got off the bed to use the bathroom and when I came back the girls were kissing again and running their hands over each other’s bodies. 

My wife broke off to speak, “Only fair” she said, “You’ve cum twice.”

And they went back to kissing.  I watched as they ran their hands over each other’s bodies, kissing and nibbling on each other’s breasts.  I could barely breathe as I watched Laura slip one, two then three fingers inside my wife’s pussy and start to finger fuck my wife.  Jane was going to cum soon, I could tell by the way she was breathing.  Laura spoke to her, “Cum for me Ma’am, cum, let me feel you,” and with that Jane came again, crushing Laura’s hand between her thighs. 

As Jane came down from her high she rolled onto her back and lifted Laura onto her face.  Fuck, I was hard again – I was pretty sure I wasn’t going to cum again but I got onto the bed and lifted Jane’s legs up before sliding my cock back into her.  With my hands I pulled Laura close and out mouths met.  My hands were on Laura’s tits, squeezing them and I could see she was close to cumming.  With my wife licking her cunt and me massaging her young tits it didn’t take long before wave after wave of orgasm ripped across Laura’s body.

Laura fell off Jane and I took her place, falling onto my wife.  We kissed, me licking Laura’s pussy juice off Jane’s face before the three of us separated. 

When we recovered we went for a quick dip in the jacuzzi on the balcony, the hot water feeling fantastic against our bodies.  We sat there for 20 minutes before we got out and Laura toweled off and got dressed.  We looked at her teenage body and my wife spoke first, “so, Laura, next weekend, are you busy?”

“No Ma’am”

“Want to come to visit us?  You can look round the university and then play with us in the evening.”

“I’d like that Ma’am.”

“We’ll pay for your flight of course.”

“Thank you Ma’am.”

“One condition – Dave gets to fuck you.”

Laura didn’t speak for a 30 seconds.

“I look forward to it Ma’am, Sir.”

With that I gave Laura $30 for a taxi and she left the room.  Jane and I kissed and rolled over to sleep.  I could hardly wait for next weekend.


Thank You

I hope you’ve enjoyed reading this.  If you’d like to read what happens next weekend to Dave, Jane and Laura do get in touch at paige.bond.author@gmail.com and let me know.  I love getting feedback.

If you enjoyed this check out my other books here:

amazon.com/author/paige.bond
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